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supplying my regiment with bread for the road. We've had,
it baked in a hurry, or we'd have had only porridge to eat
all the way."
Gregor went up to the wagon, and asked:
" Are your loaves all weighed by weight, or are there,
counted ? "                                                                    *
" Who the devil's counted it ? Why, do you want some
bread ? "
" Yes."
" Take some, then."
" How many can I have ? "
" As many as you can carry ; there is plenty here! "
Ryabchikov watched in amazement as Gregor took loaf
after loaf and, unable to restrain his curiosity, asked at last;
" What the hell are you taking so much for ? "
" I need it," Gregor answered curtly.
He asked the driver for two sacks, put the bread into>
them,  thanked him for his kindness and, after saying"'
good-bye, ordered Ryabchikov:
" Pick one up ; we'll carry it."
"You aren't intending to spend the winter here, are
you ? " Ryabchikov asked humorously, as he tumbled the
sack across his shoulder.
" It isn't for me."
" Then who is it for ? "
"My horse."
Ryabchikov neatly swung the sack to the ground, and
asked in bewilderment:
" Are you joking ? "
" No, I'm quite serious."
"So you . . . What have you got in your mind,
Pantalievich ? Are you intending to remain behind? Is
that the idea ? "
" You've got it. Pick up the sack, and let's go on. My
horse has got to be fed ; he's already chewed all the manger.
A horse may be of value yet, you can't serve on foot,"
As far as their quarters Ryabchikov did not say another
word, but groaned and shifted the sack from shoulder to
shoulder. As they went up to the wicket-gate he asked: j
" Will you tell the boys ? " Without waiting for an
answer, in an aggrieved tone he said: " You've got a fine
idea into your head 1 But how about us ? "